Loved with a love beyond all words or sense,
Lost with a grief beyond the saltest tear,

So lovely, so removed, remote, and hence
So doubly and so desperately dear!

Stars! from your skies so purple and so calm,
That through the centuries your secrets keep,

Send to this worn-out brain some Occult Balm,
Send me, for many nights so sleepless, sleep-

And ere the sunshine of the Desert jars
My sense with sorrow and another day,

Through your soft Magic, oh, my Silver Stars!
Turn deep to Death in some mysterious way.
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